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ht Y : \ HE UNPACKETH HIS TRUNK, AND HE ASKETH IN A LOUD VOICE 
wi ren , ; . 
F ‘ SAYING WHO HATH SEEN ME? 
! . it 
ss oh rt Tue public eye, for the last year or so, has been on the lok out 
+ to get a glimpse of that queer animal—known in natural history as the 
§ . ‘ ; , s 
0 » ’ ELernant—which has been going abroad night and day, in town and 
: 2 By out of town, and all over the Continent. Wherever it was thought he 
03 § reposed his huge limbs, there has the eye of the curious been found 
D3 a peering, and, notwithstanding his great bulk, he has been affected to 
5 > a : " en . : 
nD 3 &: be seen in packages of needles, at the bottoin of German-silver thiinbles, 
5 i a at Y Sh. ity in wallets of Delaware Bridge, or gamboling among the little, delicate 
ee \ i} aati | | } & £ 5 5 . 
A j WATTS ee NH l} wheels and cranks of a patent lever watch! It is assuredly a great 
+? = Z aa . 
ce ce IX WIV ie 4 "4 | Nt Dae mystery how this strange animal can be so ubiquitous, so huge, and 
! ; ier ,, LF icy. c TY ey so ‘Com Thumb-like, all at the same moment. 
"5 But the Ereraant is now come out from among bis hiding places 
3 He is walking abroad in the clear light of day—basking in the sun by 
) road sides, listening to abstruse discourses with a quiet swing of the 
2: trunk, threading his way with the gay, or raking together the embers on 
. 5 the hearth of poverty, that they may not go out, and blowing them into 
; a genial blaze with his strong breath ! 
> . But, as all the world are bent on the same ob;ect,—namely, to See 
y . 7 ” Veet 
as . F NV TH rv the Elephant !—so like bewildered travellers, have they gone on diflerent 
j Nels N routes. The traveller northward has sought him among the ice-ritts of | 
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2 THE ELEPHANT. 








Nova Zembla, among the frozen peaks of Switzerland, and on the 
bleak plains of Siberia. 


But the Etepnayt Joveth genial airs, and sunny climes, and waving 
fields. 


He is no hyperborean—the Erxrnant isn’t—and, though occasion- 





1 


keys. He is no politician—but the world’s friend. He is of no clique, 
but of the whole; wherever a tear is to be assuaged, expect that the 
Evernayt will be there with his rude sympathy—wherever abuse, either 
in rags, or “ brocade” exists—look out for his mighty trunk. Honest, 


good humored and sagacious, turn him not from your door !—you may 


ally, in those regions, the seeker may have thought that he had caught | have worse enemies there than the unsophisticated Evernanr. 


glimpses of his terrible trunk, sweeping everything before him, like a 
blaze on the prairies—yet alas! it has turned out that he has been re- 
galing his vision with the freaks of a Russian Bear, rather than the wise 
antics of the E-xruant himself. 

Many supposed that the surest way to gratify their curiosity with a 
view ofhim, was to go to Mexico. Indeed on any of the fields, there 
made immortal by our arms, the tracks of him were distinctly visible. 
With their dying eyes they beheld the Eternant, who appeared to 
them asa huge mountain suddenly cast up before them: but it was 
only the evil genius of carnage, which assumed for the occasion the 
most terrible form, and not the wise, sedate, good humored, gentle man- 
nered E:eruayt, who carries his box upon his back for little children 
to ride in at the shows, and who, with the patience and obsequiousness 
of a pet-lamb, joyfully takes a crumb of cake in his huge trunk to make 
the little things wonder at his docility and ability to descend to the min- 
utest objects. It is a pity they should go so far, and endure so much! 
But peace be to them! they may see the Eversant at home, now, un- 
less the Government should do them justice ! 

And then, with wallet lined from sale of kid, and sheep, and fatling 
cometh cityward the unsuspecting Bumpkin. He, too, would see the 
Everuant. Pardonable curiosity in one so green! The Bumpkin is a 
peaceable man! He has little stomach for martial exercise, and goeth 
not to Mexico to seek him. Trade disturbs his quiet dreams at night; 
and Traffic wakes him early in the morning. Where falls the hammer 
of busy auctioneer, crying ‘‘ Last call! Fine gold watch—the property 
of a lone widow, with nine small children, and no husband (he was 
lost at sea!) Last call!” there, witless wight, goeth the Bumpkin. 
“ Twenty-five!” “Thirty!” “ Thirty-five !’”? The watch is his—the 
widow's watch! He giveth his mite for the widow's gear. 

Thus the Bumpkin seeth the Erzpnanr all at once. 

The quiet citizen comes next with knowing look and nod. The 
busy auctioneer delights him not. He knoweth all things—knoweth 
where feedeth the ELepaant—where abideth the Keepers! Down- 
ward, to Wall Street, (where, if he but turn his back, shall he see 
Trinity’s sacred finger pointing heavenward—but he Jooketh not nor 
listeth!) he takes his morning walk. Fancy Stock allures him, with 
hope of present gain. There he meeteth with the Bulls and the Bears— 
fierce tribe! known only to Wall Street! But the Bulls have no horns 
by which to take them—neither have they long hair; and so he letteth 
go the bulls and he backeth out from among the bears! Their thick 
coats are like unto the ELepuanr! 

Thus many have sought in strange places for the Evernant; but 
they knew not he was in their midst ! 

With a view, therefore, to the better understanding of his character, 
and to save persons the cost of tedious journeyings to see him, the 
Everuant has located himself in a back offiee near to our sanctum. 
It is his intention to iseue thence once a week, for the pleasure and edi- 
fication of all. During his rambles, you may be sure he has paeked his 
trunk full of curiosities. He has picked up pebbles, too, by the road 
side, which he may cast with a sling, against the strong and the witless, 
or use to pepper vice out of her paint and jewels! The ELernant 
thinks that when we can make a joke of our follies we are half cured of 
them. He is determined never to lose a good one because he did not 
make it; and he prefers even second hand wit, to original dullness. 

The Evepuant is not so dreadful as he is accredited to be. Full of 
gambols—clumsey from his great bulk—shall you sce him once a week. 
He is perfectly docile except when enraged by the foolish; and nothing 
he loveth so much as the dropping of pennies into his trunk! From 
his great strength, we look for wonders! The Exeruant will protect 
the weak from the strong, and wherever the oppressor is, there will you 
find his trank raised to smite ; you should not wonder to see him rock- 
ing dolls in his huge paws, as quietly as a Miss, and laughing with all his 
| might at the barking of toy dogs, or the gambols of paste board mon- 
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TO THE CITIZENS OF NEW YORK. 


Persons who will send their names to the office of Publication—Wnmuum 
H. Grauam, Tribune Buildings—will be served Weekly with the Ereruant at 
Three Cents per copy, payable to the Carriers. All subscriptions by the year 
payable (invariably) in advance. 





TO ALL THE WITS IN THE COUNTRY. 

The Ereruant, although proverbially grave, yet he is by no means 
disposed to discourage true wit, whose influence upon men and things 
is salutary and healing, and whose shafts irresistibly penetrating. Nay, 
he even descends to a joke himself when wholesome advice will not 
answer his purpose. Therefore, seeing that to encourage national wit, 
is to originate the best legacy that can befal a nation, he proposes, 
and offers a preimum of TEN DOLLARS, (in gold or current bills) for 
the best original piece of humor not to exceed ten or twenty printed 
lines ofhis paper. Thus it will be seen that he means to pay high jor 
his matorial. Such, therefore, as may think this prize worth contending 
for, will addreas * ‘The ELxrnant,” post paid, on or before the 20th 
ofFebruary, when their efforts will be adjudged by a competent tribu- 
nal. We shall be biased by neither favor nor name; and to weigh the 
many nice distinctions which will undoubtedly arise as to the merits 
of the articles sent, will bea difficult matter, yet we do not despair of 
succeeding in judging of a joke, when Mr. Forrest assumes to himself 
the Censorship of all the Dramatic talent in the country. 


WHAT SHALL BE DONE WITH OUR HEROES ? 

Itis not often that the question occurs, what shall be done with our 
heroes? but rather what will our heroesdo next? It has all along been 
thought that they were able to take eare of themselves; but it seems 
that this is no longer the case. Many (of the New York) Volunteers 
who went to Mexico hale and hearty, have now, after gallantly doing 
their devoir in the field, returned to us crippled and wounded for 
life. They are no longer, on account of their wounds, capable of 
grappling with fortune, and wringing from her by the strong arm, that 
substance which all must have or give up the ghost! We hope, in view 
of these facts, that the General Government will do something for them 
by way of pension, or take such means as will prevent them from be- 
coming dishonorable charges upon public charity. Will mobody say 
what shall be done with our heroes? 








GREAT SCANDAL. 

In Spain every body is excited because the Queen has taken it into 
her head to fall in love with a handsome young Lieutenant. The won- 
der to all is that the fair Princess is not commended for her shrewdness, 
for handsome young men are scarce in these days, and scarcity as every 
one knows, renders the few that are in market highly valuable. When 
pigs are scarce, pork is dear, and who would think of rating a handsome 
young lieutenant at less than pork? Tell us that! 





Tue Courier says that General Scott bore our standard from V era 
Cruz to Mexico, without a check! We presume he used Sub-Treasur, 
yellow boys instead ! 


—=— 





Conquerine a Prace.—We saw this illustrated yesterday by a rag- 
ged little rascal, who threw down his playmate and snatched half of his 
bread and butter. 


Prevailing Epidemie.—Shortness of cash ! 
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SCENE AT THE TOMBS. 
REPORTED FOR THE ELEPHANT. 

The “ Court met pursuant to adjournment,”—Recorder Scort in 
the chair; the Clerk of the Court in another. The first case brought 
before his Honor was an odd one; namely a lad by the name of Kear- 
ney accused another lad, young Master Thomas Benton, with making 
mouths at him, while he was returning from school. 

Recorder.—(with his usual gravity)—This is a grave charge, Master 
Thomas. What have you got to say about it? (Here young Benton 
sticks his finger info his mouth and hangs down his head.) 

Recorder.—( speaks again.)—What have you got to say, Thomas ? 

Clerk.—Your Honor, hadn't you better first hear Master Kearney’s 
| statement ? 

Recorder .—{in high dudgeon.)—Sit down, Sir; what do you know 
about it? Would you teach the Court its duty? (Clerk makes himself 
small.) Now, Master Kearney, stand up here, and tell us what this 
naughty boy’s been a-doing! 

Master Kearney.—(coming forward, after having shaken his fist at 
young Benton.)—I consider it due to the dignity of the Court ( Recorder 
a-hems !) and the high respect I entertain for it, that I should here state 
that on my way from school, Tom Benton, the offender before your 
Honor, commenced making mouths and grimaces at me, which I con- 
sidered were intended to offend, insult, and to overawe me. 

Recorder.—(bringing down his specs.)—I regret very much to hear it. 
Master Benton ought to be ashamed of himself; and I shall refer him 
to the rules for such offence made and provided: the 76th Article of the 
Rules of this Court: a hot jacket. 

Clerk.—(rising)—Hadn’t your Honor better hear what Master Ben- 
ton has to say against this charge ? 

Recorder.—(highly excited)—Sit down, Sir. The Court understands 
itself. We shall now hear what Master Benton has to say against the 
charge. 

(Here Benton pulled his finger out of his mouth and stepped forward.) 

Master Benton.—I desire the Court will take down what I say. 

Recorder.—Certainly : what are our Clerks for? 

Master Thomas Benton.—(brushing up his hair.)—Day before yester- 
day when this fellow stood at the corner of the Park, I happened to 
pass, me and little Fremont; and he said that little Fre. had been and 
cheated him out of his marbles, and looked insultingly and fiendishly at 
him, and I wasn’t going to stand it—and I just— 

Clerk.—(rising again. )—May it please the Court, I rise to direct the 
attention of the Court,— 

Reeorder.—Silence: We intend to punish such offences severely— 
making mouths forsooth (here the Recorder screwed up his lips) a pretty 
business. 

Master Thomas Benton.—Yes, Sir, please your Honor. I admit the 
power of your Honor to punish; but your Honor must first hear. 

Recorder.—Does the young scamp think the Court deff-? 

Master Thomas.—When Master ener fixed his eye on little Free- 
mont, about the marbles, I determined if he should attempt again to 
look at him, I would look at him (boldly.) I did so; and the look was the 
consequence of otherlooks. [did look atthe Plaintiff when he looked 
at little Fremont; and I looked him down; [looked at him till his 
eyes fell—-till they fell upon the floor, your Honor. : 

Recorder.—(looking on the floor.)—W ell, it'sa pretty piece of business. 
I shall sentence you both to a dozen cuffs on the ear; Boys, I shall— 

Clerk.—(rising again. }—Hadn’t your Honor, better—— 

Recorder.—Silence ! The Court ’s dismissed. 





‘* LADIES IN REDUCED CIRCUMSTANCES.” 





The Everuant, while turning over with his trunk the various News- 
papers published in the city, with his usual sagacity poked to light the 
following remarkable advertisement among the files of the Sun: That 
that paper “ shines for all,’’ we think to be completely verified: 

0 YOUNG LADIES—ANY YOUNG LADY or widow, of an amiable dis- 

position, and intelligent who may be in reduced circumstances, and desir- 
ous of forming an acquaintance which may prove agreeable and serviceable to 
them, will address “EDWIN,” box 525, Sun Office, stating where an inter- 
view may be had, which will be confidential. jill 2is* 

The advertisement, it will be seen, is dated Jan. 11th, and ordered to 
be printed twice. We think the “ Sun,” had better open an Intelli- 
gence Office, which shall give information where such ladiesas “ Epwin” 
isevidently in search of, may be found. We think a handsome business 
might be done; while such an institution would no doubt facilitate the 
circulation of Plainfield. We hope, however, for the good of the public, 
that such ladies “in reduced circumstances” as shall consider Edwina 
“friend to form an acquaintance with” are fewin number; while we 
lament at the same time, that the Sun has a spot biack enough upon its 
dise to favor Edwin’s exertions, to procure, we fear, not a help-mate, 
but a Mistress ! 





POSTHUMOUS FAME. 
Trere is an ancient proverb, that to get a bad name one must get 
marrid—a good one, die! ‘There is a great deal of truth in this; but 
we were not so sure until lately, that it held good with regard to works 
of art: We find that Remsranvt Peew’s famous picture, the “ Court of 
Death,” has recently suffered from fire, off some where south. We 
recollect that when this Painting was exhibited here in the city, there 
was a great division among the critics as to its merits; so great, indeed, 
that it was all on one side, like the handle of a jug—and that side against 
the picture: But now that the Painting has suffered from the encroach- 
ments of fire, they (the critics)come out with such exclamations as this : 
“ Great national loss!—Rembrandt Peel's immortal Picture of the 
Court of Death, is in rains;” “the Country has lost one of its best gems 
in the destruction of this fine work of art!” ‘Heavy loss to the Fine 
Arts interest,” and “ Lamentable occurrence !—the Court of Death has 
been burnt to atoms.” All this sounds very like the posthumous 
fame a man gets who has sacrificed himself to the public good. But 
who would have thought the picture alluded to, which has been abused 
and criticised almost out of existence, would have ever got so good a 
name, now that it is gone. Such is the consistency of critics, they 
give that to the dead they would be loth to part with to the living—a 
good name. 








THAT KNAVE, WILL SHAKSPEARE’S, HOUSE. 
What with actors and literary men in England, they are kicking up a 
great pother—and it’s all to get funds to buy the old house in which was 
born the Barp or Avoy. They don’t seem to make out very well, 
notwithstanding Mr. George Jones has enacted Hamlet a dozen times, 
presided at as many meetings, and delivered more than one lecture— 
the end of all which was to raise the needful. Wheu we see these 
efforts making to prevent the desecration of this sacred temple, we are 
tempted to exclaim, What a pity it is the English hav’nt an Astor among 
them, to bid in the precious relic, or an ELerwant to beat proper rever- 
ence into them! 





THE FOG! THE FOG! 

It does seem that the weather has taken under its wing all sorts of per- 
sons during the last week. By the wing of the weather we mean the 
Fog! which has been constantly drizz/ing but never mizzling! Indeed 
so dense is the air, that the cowardliest rascal may walk abroad in the 
light of—no, not day, but in the light of the fog, without the slightest 
risk of detection. In the promiscuous jumble, husbands pass their 
wives in the fashionable thoroughfares whom they supposed were qui- 
etly mending their stockings athome. We observed three pickpockets 
and one Wall Street gambler cheek by jow! with the Chief of Police! 
and we know of an instance of a fop who actually ran plump against 
his tailor without knowing it. Verily, the Fog, like Charity, covereth a 
multitude of—blunders ! 





THE PISTOL KNOCKED INTO A COCKED HAT. 

The celebrated grinning match which recently came off at the Court 
Martial in Baltimore, between Colonel Freemont and Lieut. General 
Thomas Hart Benton, has opened a new field for the sporting world. 
Henceforth Grinning and “ Milling’? will be found in the same category; 
and, we have no doubt, to such an extent will the system of grinning be 
carried, that duellists will adopt it as a favorite weapon. We shall no 
longer read that Mr. B. who recently fought a duel with Mr. C. was 
shot down after the second fire ; but that he was grinned down! grin- 
ned at till he droped ! 





Wuy Winows are tikep!—Widows are generally liked because 
they unite the double qualities of a young lady, and an interesting wife 
whose husband is out of town for a season ! 





NOTICES OF NEW BOOKS: 
Tue Cockney ix America; Or, the Adventures of Triptolemus 
Snooks—Edited by Fraxx Fup. This is a neatly printed Book of 72 
pages, and capitally Illustrated by over twenty engravings. It can be 








obtained of W. H. Grauam, Tribune Buildings. 
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JENNY LIND. 


A friend of ours, recently from Europe, speaking of this matchless songstress, ex- 


claimed rapturously : 


“* By heavens! in listening to her, you would fancy her, as I did, a runaway from 


the angelic choir of Heaven !” 
“ Gammon,’ laughed we. 
“ Fact!” he cried. 
“ Nonsense !”’ we protested. 
“Our old chum?” 
» Test’ 
“ Certainly, Iknow him. Well?” 


“ You know Jack Hildreth ?" 


“Well, I saw him some few weeks ago, shortly after his return from Europe ; and, 
ry bit as strong as 


though his enthusiasm in regard to the Swedish Nightingale is eve 
-—r oo fancy concerning Lolah was quite the reverse of yours.” 

“« Explain.” 

“ He considered her the most syrenic of all the daughters of the devil.”’ 

“ You amaze me! How could he fancy anything so absurd ?” 

*« As easily as you fancied her a runaway from heaven.” 

** But whence came his barbarous conception ?” 

“From the barbarous manner in which she treated him.” 

“‘ Explain ?” 

‘‘ She nearly cleared him of ali his change.” 

*“ You jest !”’ 

‘Not in the slightest. 
so entranced him the first time he beheld her, that he could not restrain himself from 
going to see her every night she performed during the season. This expensive at- 
tendance walked into his change most heavily, and nearly drove him crazy with 
adoration: so much so, that he was compelled to quit London to save himself from 
love’s madness. You know Jack well enou 
could ever disturb his heart. Ins 
‘ daughter of the devil,’ etc., and as one sent on earth by the Sin King to sing men’s 
senses away, that her sire may be sure of them when they have no brains left to defend 
themselves from his eternally grasping claws.” —ContRisuTED. 


~ | 
| 


ow! 


_. |the General tried every means to get them to return. 


Her witching beauty, syrenic voice and marvellous ankle'| 


gh to be aware that nothing heavenly 
peaking of her, he designates her as ‘ enchantress,.’ 


A CHRISTMAS TALE. 

While the last generation was flourishing, there dwelt in 
|whatis now a famous city not a mile from Boston, an opu- 
‘lent widow lady, who once afforded a queer manifestation 
= that odd compound of imcompatibles, called ‘ human na- 
wre.’ 
| itwas a Christmas eve, of one of those old-fashioned win- 
| ers which were so bitter cold. The old lady put on an extra 
|shawl; and as she hugged her shivering frame, she said to 
| .er faithful negro servant: 4 
| “Itis aterrible cold night, Scip. Iam afraid my poor 
| xeighbor, widow Green, must be suffering. Take the wheel- 
|varrow, Scip. Fill it full of wood. Pile on a good load; 
ind tell the poor woman to keep herself warm and comfort- 
ible. But before you go, Scip, put some more wood on the 
ire ; and make me a nice mug of flip.” “h 

These last orders were duly obeyed; and the old lady was |" 
‘thoroughly warmed, both inside and out. And now the trusty |_ 
Scipio was about to depart on his errand of mercy, when his 
‘considerate mistress interrosed again. 

“ Stop, Scip. You need net go now. The weather has 
moderated.”’— Boston Recorder. ) 


} 
| 





DONIPHAN’S NEGRO JOE. 


Joe, Colonel Doniphan’s servant, raised among the other 
officers’ servants, a company, consisting of eleven officers and 
jone private! At the battle of Sacramento, the company was 
\uowhere to be seen, but as soon as over, they came from 
under wagons, and joined the chase of the flying Mexicans. 

One of the officers taxed Joe with it. 3 

“« Well, Jue, I bear your men were hid behind the wagons 
uring che fight 1” 

‘: Lieutenant, I’m berry sorry to say it am de truf! I done 
eberything—I called on the patertism ob de men—I injoked 
dem by all dey had deah in dis world and de next; but it 
whar no go—dey would get on de wrong sides ob de 
wagons.” 

“* But what did you do there?” ay 

“‘T stood dar gittin cooler, and de firin kept gittin hotter, 
and at last de cannon balls cum so ormighty fass, I tought de 
best ting dis niggar could do, war to get behind de wagons 
heself.’"—Doniphan’s Campaign. 


id 








POSTHUMOUS GLORY. 


A good story is told of General Lane of Indiana. At the 
battle of Buena Vista, when the Indiana regiment aerotete 

e- 
coming enthusiastic, he appealed to them as “ they loved their 
jnative State to do their duty.” ‘ Come now,” said he, “and 
\rush into the thickest of the fight. [ll lead you, and only 
‘think how glorious it will look in history to have it said that 
‘the whole Indiana regiment was cut to pieces.” 





THE LETHEON. 


A bladder of Ether, oh! fill, fill for me; 
Let those who prefer it feel pain; 

But Ill have out my tooth, though a molar it be, 
And it never shall plague me again. 

The dentist his forceps displays to my eyes, 
feel no emotions yey 
Inhaling my Ether the wrench I defy— 

Oh, Etker indeed is a blessing. 





TIT FOR TAT. 


“What are we to think of Adam?” asked a country 
\preacher of anew convert. 
| “ Nothing,” replied the latter, contemptuously. 
| “ Nothing,” ceed the clerical wight in surprise. 

“ Nothing,” repeated the new convert, in a decided tone; 
‘cause, when he commited the original sin he thought noth- 
ing of us!” 





Mr. Polk has just sent two messages to Congress. The cry of 
the first is, “Death and subjugation to Mexico!” and that of the 
second, “Snags and sawyers to d tic « ce !"—L ll 
Journal. 


Does he allude to Mr. Sawyer of Ohio, of sausage 
memory 7—Everuant. 
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THE ELEPHANT BREAKING FROM HIS KEEPER IN PHILADELPHIA. 





Tue ELEPHANT AS HE APPEARED IN HIS LATE DESTRUCTIVE DEMONSTRATION IN PHILADELPHIA; WHEREBY HIS KEEPER WAS KILLED, AND 
THE Mayor, TO OBSTRUCT HIS FURTHER PROGRESS, CALLED OUT THE MILITARY AND LOADED CANNON TO SUBDUE Him!!! 








HIS SOUL NOT HIS OWN. 


There is no place in all creation where Justice is dispensed so inflexi- 
bly as in Connecticut. The Squires there are all Dogberries, and the 
opportunities they seek to display their acumen are numberless: 

ecently, a poor fellow was seized and dragged before a magistrate 
on a charge of blasphemy. 

‘‘ Well, Sir,” demanded the man of office, brushing up his hair with 
that peculiar air belonging to all great men, ‘“ what have you to say for 
yourself?” 

Prisoner.—Nothing. 

Magistrate.—W hat have you been doing? 

Prisoner.—Nothing. 

A little, thin, sallow faced Deacon (putting himself a little forward )— 
It’s what he’s been saying, your honor. 

Magistrate.—W hat has he been saying! 

Deacon.—He said, your honor, that his soul was his own. 

Magistrate.—{indignantly)—He pint The hardened scoundrel! 
I'll fine him Five Dollars for the blasphemy. 

Prisoner.—And isn t it? : 

Magistrate.—“ [s’nt it? No, you scoundrel. It belongs to the devil— 
or, rather to the Lord, in whose name I now fine you Five Dollars for | 
laying claim to what don‘t belong to you! —ConrnrisuTeED. 





QUEER ADVERTISEMENT. 
The following announcement we read as we run through Broadway 
and other public thoroughfares : 
IMMENSE ATTRACTION! 
Great Success or THE RaTTLEsNakE! 


Now exhibiting at No. —— Broadway, this splendid specimen of the | 
serpent tribe. Itis the same reptile that bit Dr. Wainwright. 





We wonder the place of exibition is not bobbed. We go in for the | 


death of the tarnal wiper ! 





The cries of millions are now ascending to heaven, not for bread, | 
but—greens ! 


EPIGRAM. 
Says Bennett, “ My dear, here’s a ‘ little black mail,’ \ 
Shall I give it to Jamie the junior to spend it?” j 
“A little black male?” cried she, blushing red, } 
“The Colored Half Orphan Asylum ’tis said, 
Is the place for such things, and that’s where I'd send ats 





PAT AND THE COCKNEY. / 

Pat Regan had a poor horse given him by aman who was about to 
send itto the Knacker’s yard. Being something of a horse-jockey, he 
polished up the animal, mounted him, when he met by the way a coek- 
neyfied looking chap, who stared at him and his horse, and then burst 
into a laugh. Pat was by no means offended, but accosted him thus: 

“Is it admiring the noble animal your honor is after?—faix, by the 
same sign I'd like to sell you this illegant hunter.” 

““What! purchase such a miserable ’ack as that,”’ said the Cockney, 
‘why, he’s a spavined, half blind, and both his knees are broken.” 

“ Bother,” said Pat, “and that’s jist the beauty of him—thim broken 
knees.” 

“ How is that?” inquired the cockney. 

“ Faix, thin, he’ll save the expinse of a setter dog—he’s brak his knees 
in going down to set at patridges.” 

Absurd and impudent as the assertion was Pat managed to wheedle 
the cockney into purchasing the horse, and away he went in high glee. 
Two orthree days after, while he was standing at the Castle tavern 
door, Pat was recognized by the person who had bought the horse. 
The gentleman was in a violent passion, and having collared him, drag- 
ged him into the bar, which was full of company, and soundly rated him 
asa cheat. “‘ Youscoundrel,” said he, “ he eo you sold me went 
down on his knees in the middle of a brook, and nearly drowned me.” 

“ Did he go down on his knees in the wather?” exclaimed Pat. “Och! 
then it’s ruined entirely lam. Bedad, I sold him under his vally, any 
how.” “Under his value, you swindling scoundrel !—Why, the beast 


| was’nt worth a rap, and I had him shot.” 


‘‘Had him shot? oh murther,” cried ™st—*“ there’s a loss, and I 
wouldn’t have sould him for a hundther _» ~ eas, if I’d had it offered.— 
I know’d well enough that the horse ’ud point at partridges—but begor- 


| ra, [didn't know till youtould me that he'd set a trout! 














THE ELEPHANT. 





TESTIMONIALS TO WIVES. 


has just been opened in the metropolis. and will, we trust, very soon 
shoot forth branches in every town of the kingdom. The Institution is, 
as yet, but little known; but after our report of its proceedings (they 
took place yesterday, in presence of a vastaudience), its objects will be- 
come as public as they are acknowledged to be laudable. 

The Testimonials were distributed to the well-deserving wives—who 
attended with their families and friends—at the Patheon. We give them 
in the order they were distributed to the ladies by Rev. Rossrt Monrt- 
comery, with an appropriate speech. 

“To Mrs. Britties, married toJoun Britries twenty years. Had 
never in all that time given her husband cold mutton for dinner. Prize 
—a silver tea-pot. 

“To Mrs. FortyPpowsRr, married twenty years. Mr. FortrPower, 
a constant attendant at the ‘ Cherry:ipe Club.’ His wife, in all that time, 
had never asked him at what hour he would come home, and never, ex- 
cept now and then upon his own solicitation—had expressed her deter- 
mination ‘to sit up for him,’ much less ‘ to come and fetchhim.? Prize 
a silver cream-jug. 

“To Mrs. Rumnum, married eighteen years. Had never on any occa- 
sion refused to go out with her husband because ‘he knew she had no 
gown.’ Prize—a shawl, value five guineas. 

“To Mrs. MrraBeEL, married seventeen years. Had never asked her 
husband for money. Prize—a real sable muff and tippet.” 

What the other testimoniuls were, we cannot clearly say: the amaze- 
ment and continued applause consequent on the delivery of this prize 
preventing us from hearing. We can only add, by way of encourage- 
ment to wives in general, that Mrs. Mirapev was taken home to Baker 
Street, drawn in a carriage by four cream-colored horses, and preceded 
by a band of musie.— Punch. 





AFRAID TO HIT THEM. 


A young soldier of the 7th Infantry. describing his first fight, at the 
National Bridge in Mexico, says: “ My feelings at the first fire I am un- 
able to describe. I did not feel inclined to run, yet was afraid to fire for 
fear I should kill somebody—but afier two or three rounds it was all over, 
and I fired away with the rest of them.” 


ATTENTION ALDERMEN! 


The season of poultry may be said to have set in with a perfect rush, 
and the aldermanic stomach is inits glory .Everybody is treating himself 
to a goose—while many others, out of sheer compulsion, are making 
geese of themselves. ‘These last kind of goose, although not fitfor the 
table—because they cannot be eaten, except by the Cannibals,—are 
nevertheless frequently sucked! However, 




















the above cut will serve to illustrate with what avidity Mrs. Sprice’s son, 
SamvEL, went a-ducking. Oh! glorious period! when ducks are to be 
had for the catching, and the little duckies for the hatching ! 


An Institution for the purpose of awarding Testimonials to wives, | 





PRODUCT OF THE SHEARS. 


| “When the Marquis of B—— came to his title, he was anxious to 
| preserve the game on one part of his estate, and desired that the tenants 
| occupying that particular land would not keep sporting dogs. One of 
| the tenants, possessing a great favorite, rather than part with it, chop- 
| ped his ears and docked his tail. Some time afterwards a gentleman 
| inquired to whom the dog belonged? “'To farmer so and so,” replied 

the person. “ Of what breed is he?” asked the enquirer ‘“ Why, sir,” 
answered the man, hesitatingly, “he was a greyhound, but my master 
cut his ears and tail off, and made a mastiff of him.” 


Ersiopran Joxes.—~“ Julius, is you dare chile?” ‘ Yes. i blieve I 
is here.” ‘‘ Well, then Julius, as you’me a philosompher, can you tell dis 
nigger why the burning of John Rogers at Smithfield, is superior to the 
death of Charles the First, who was beheaded?” “ Now you ax me 
too much; but ’spound and ’splain.” ‘ Why its bekase, you know 
Julius, a hot steak (stake) is better than a cold chop.”"—Christy. 


There is said to be a girl somewhere in New England, whose heart 
was so warm that it burnt through her bosom. 


Antiquaries are divided in their opinion as to Hamlet's meaning in 


the words “ insolence of office.” The majority, however, believe that 
he had presented a check at a Bank. 


An Approximation.—‘‘ Thomas,” said Parson Brown, to his eldest 
son—but rather a prodigal one !—“ ‘Thomas, you are now on the eve of 
a new year.” 

“Yes,” answered Thomas with a sigh. 

“Well, my son,” continued the father, brushing off a tear, “ and how 
do you feel?” 

“ Feel, father? Why,” said Thomas, counting on his fingers, “ three 
hundred and sixty-five days, twelve hours, and forty minutes nearer sal- 
vation!” Thomas dodges the cain and—cuts ! 


The Ecxpuarr in his efforts to promote proper feelings throughout 
the country, has an eye always to the Press. He does not think the 
Republic composed of pirates, and therefore discountenances frequent 
statements that the U.S. Steamer Sand Bar, or the ship Moonshine, 
on their first trips, equalled the Most “ sanguine expectations.” 

Nothing like system.—“ Aw! Bummell, what do I owe you?” 

“Oh! not much, Sir. It’s of no consequence.” 

“Aw! No! But I think of taking the Benefit of the Act about 
Christmas; and asa Man of System, I am very particular about exact 
amounts.” 

Proressor Scuocare of the Smithsonian Institute has decided that 
Cain was not indigenous to the Garden of Eden. 


A Yanxut Drrinep.—The best definition yet of a Yankee, we find 
among the toasts drunk at the dinner recently given to Lieut. Jamzs 
Decatur Potter. 


“The Yankee—An embodiment of all races, all sciences, all kinds, aJl nations: 
—and a very good model at that.” 
A bad cigar when nearly smoked up by a necessitous donee of good 


taste, the ELerHant judges to be a prominent instance of perseverance 
to the end! 


A Lise.,—Jean Paul, that wicked satirist of womankind, thus closes 
a paragraph: “ Even in church, the women sing an octave higher than 
the men, in order not to agree with them in any thing.” 


Serttinc THE Question.—Has alie no end ?—New York Tribune. 
We believe there is none to a round one.— The Elephant. 
Epirapu.—At St. Clement’s, near Tru’o. 
Here lieth the Bodies of 2 little ones, 
Whose flesh was tenderer than their bones. 
“ The latest case of absence of mind is that of a man, who, when about 
to dine, discovered that a hungry dog was inclined to make free with the 


eatables. In ecstacy of rage, he gave his dinner to the deg, and kicked 
himself down stairs. 


It is said there is a Starch Factory in Michigan, which consumes 200,- 
000 bushels of potatoes annually. What a waste of food just to make 
shirt collars stick up? 


Pretty THovcut.—‘I would not be a pig,” says a Dutch Poet, 
“ for then I could not eat it.” 





MATERNAL CONCERN. 


te On Sunday a lady called to her little boy who was tossing mar- 
bles on the sidewalk, to come into the house. “ Don’t you know you 
shouldn’t be out there, my son? Go into the back yard, if you want to 
play marbles—it is Sunday.” ‘Well, yes. But ain’tit Sunday in the 
ack yard, mother ?’ 





= 


AN UNTIMELY QUESTION. 
“ Aint it wicked to rob a hen roost, Jim?” ‘ That’s a great moral 











question, Sam; we hav’nt time to argue it; hand down another pullet. 
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e - ————————————— Ss - ——<—_——— ye on 
™ : MUSICAL PRECOCITY. “Ihave striven to be good 
0 % With my strength, yet nv one would 
nts + Dear Mr. Evepuant: ans , ye me on! 
me : * I’ve heard that you’ve got your trunk so full of good things! Indeed, A deed that men shall rue, 
4 J shall be quite delighted if you will but send mea threepence worth Ere night's done !” 
ied every week, for | am sure what you say is good must be good. But 
n” that’s not what I wanted to say. You must be aware Mr. Evermayr, ue bo a beggar said, 
<a as you’ve been in the menageries, that Music’s getting to be the rage, aah ipshonetas ee iad 
and there is some fear that the whole city will be beside itself with the And when the daring blaze 9a 
deer melody nightly uttered by the Prima Deonners atthe Astor. Now, Of the sunshine shed its rays, 
oI ¢ what I wish to say is, I’ve a nephew who has talent and taste for no- *T was in light. 
dis ' thing if not for the Italian Opera. He is continually strivingto evoke , ; 
he “sweet sounds” from the commonest things; and the last attempt of avai = cede: by, 
ne his I found to be holding my favorite cat by the tail, ; rite | taped wSelf-destroy’a! 
Ww . AB t ! Save the officers of law, 
"Twas a thing that passers saw 
| | To avoid! 
art = ' 
But is it right that one, 
- Who was striving crime to shun, 
at | Thus should perish? 
: Beneath the very walls, 
Encompassing the halls 
st That justice cherish |! 
of Should there not be a way, 
In this our modern oy 
Truly bless’d, 
w So defined and understood, 
That nobody could 
- Be distress'd? C.F. S. 
il- 
A GALLANT BUTCHER. Ss 
ut Tn Bristo] market, a lady, laying her hand upon a joint of veal, said, “ I 
1e think, Mr. F., this veal is not so white as usual.” ‘ Put on your gloves, 
at madam,” said the dealer, ‘‘ and you'll think differently.” It may be 
e, needless to remark, that the veal was ordered home without another 
| word of objection. 
it PISCATORY SPORTS. 
ct The Fishing Season being about to commence (at the markets.) we 
have no doubt that rare sport and plenty of luck will repay the patience 
at ofthe angler. A fippenny bit has frequently caught a breakfast, when 
the best Limerick hooks wouldn’t even yield so much as a bite. To 
d such, therefore, as prefer the silver barb, we say with Dame Goopy to 
:s little Harry, 
cu 
e =——_— 5 oN ae 
while Pussey, as if aware of her importance uttered those soul-subda- 
m ing notes, which are so ravishing when well executed. Now, Mr. Exe- 
n puant, I know your’e a man, although your name is E.ernant—don't 
you think Id better send Nephew to Italy to study the divine art of Mo- 
zartand Beetuoven? He has certainly talent of his own ; but hisUncle 
says itisn’t talent—its precocity. Now won't you tell us what it is, and 
what is best to be done with Charley under the circumstances? 
Your’s, 
MALVINA SPROUT. 
t LAST WINTER. 
4 [WRITTEN FOR THE ELEPHANT.} 
Since the melting of the snow, 
A day or two ago, 
, Was a wight, 
, J Who was leaning 'gainst the wall 
, Of our marble city Hall, 
> Just ere night. 
: He glanc’d around the Park, _ 
While the hours were growing dark ; 
And he said— 
“See the many passing by !— 
They are happy men,—but I 
Would be dead !” 
| ne the eer day, 
the busy-peopled way, 
| ‘ ptty Ask’d Fm ; 
But, though thousands saw my eye 
Of sorrow, none said “why 
Stretch’d my palms?” 
= = —_ ey for crime ; 
ut I well recall a time— z =, ; 
In my youth— : : ; one man 
- pment by wegen ha aw a Now, MY DEAR, YOU MAY GO A-FISHING, IF YOU WANT TO, BUT DON’T 
To my ruth!” GO NEAR THE WATER. 
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GREAT RUSH TO SEE THE ELEPHANT. 


As soon as it was known 
that the Elephant had actually 
arrived in town, and had ta- 
ken up his quarters in our 
fourth story, thence to be heb- 
domidally lowered into the 
street, to be seen for three- 
pence, many tall gentlemen, 
and not a few short gentle- 
men, followed by a tag of ex- 
ceedingly hungry  gentle- 
men who have a spoon for 
everybody’s porridge-pot, and 
who manage to make their 
way into all the public amuse- 
ments without the usual pass- 
port of shillings aud quarters, 
forthwith determined to take 
a squint at him—for nothing 
Many of them tried to bribe 
our “devil,” and to make 
sides with the roller-boys ; but 
it would not do. These trusty 
fellows merely placed their 
fingers to their noses; at 
which the pirates fled in great 
consternation. But, notwith- 
standing all our efforts to keep 
the Exvepnant sacred from 
these intrusive and prying pub 
lic suckers, we failed, some- 
what,and had the misfortune— 
our editorial nose proves it— 
to receive a severe contusion, 
on thrusting our hed out of 
the fourth-story window, by 
coming in contact with the 
proboscis of an exceedingly 
tall gentleman, who had de- 
termined to make his height 
serve him in the desperate 
effortto see the Everuanr. 
We shut the window down with all convenient dispatch, and drew 
the curtain. 








A DUEL BY CONJUGATION. 


A certain French pupil, who had been studying the English language, 
with little effect as to pronunciation; being on the eve of starting to Li- 
verpool, in order the better to perfect himself in the language, was told 
by his preceptor, that the best way to proceed, when there, was to con- 
jugate every verb he heard, or had occasion to use; and, by that means, 
he would soon become acquainted with the root of the language. The 
Frenchman readily acceded te the plan. Two or three weeks elapsed 
and our scholar made his appearance at a public Boarding-house, where, 
to his mortification he soon learned that the Landlord was a Dutchman 
and of all persons the least qualified to render him any assistance. 
Neither did Herr Dunderhead intend to allow his French customer to 
run up too large a bill. Being rather suspicious—which suspicion was 
further grounded on the fact that his French guest scarcely ever quitted 
his room only long enough to eat his meals,—he knocked at his door 
ne morning, about a week after his arrival, determined to present his 
bill at once and get the payment. Herr Dunderhead was famons for 
his brawling propensities, and had the reputation of having frightened 
more than one debtor into immediate liquidation of his demands. 
Besides, report, that gave the host this celebrity, also laid at his door 
the untimely demise of more than one man, whom Herr Dunderhead 
had knocked over fairly with his pistol, or run through with his 
sword. 

In answer to the host's outward summons, the door of the scholar 
was soon flung wide, and Herr Dunderhead, with great complacency, 
presented his ‘ pill” and hoped Monsieur would “ bay” it accordingly. 
At which the Frenchman, profiting by the advice of his tutor, commen- 
ced conjugating the verb to pay 

Frenchman.—I pay; dow payest; he pays; ve pay; ye or you 
pay; dey pays. 

Dutchman.—V ot dosh you mean, Maister ? 

Frenchman.—! mean; dow meanest; he means; ve mean; ye or 
yon means; dey means! 

Dutchman.—( getting in a rage.)--Got ford——n! Icht shall have 
mine monish ! 

Frenchman.—(bowing.)—Sare, I have; dow hast; he has; ve have; 
ye or you have; dey haves. 


Dutchman.—Duuder and Blixen! Vot dosh “Icht have, and dow 





have,” to do mit mein pillsh? [shall have mein pillsh! I shall have you 
the police. I shall fight for mein monish. 

Frenchman.—(getting irritated.)—I tight; dow fights; he fights; ve 
fights; you sall fight—by gar !—all sall pnt 

Dutchman.—Mein Got! Mein Got. You vill fight, den, eh? Mein 
Got! We shallsee. I shall shallenge ! 

Frenchman.—I shallenge ; dow shallenge ; dey—dey—dey—vat gall 
I speak him !—dey—dey—Dame de Dieu!—dey sall shallenge. 

he poor Dutchman, struck dumb with the imputurbable character 

of his lodger, rushed downstairs in great wrath, muttering Dunder and 
Blixen every step he took. The scholar, thus left to his reflection began 
to think the threats of the Landlord might not be so empty as he sup- 

sed them tobe. Accordingly, he made up his mind to pay up, and 
eave his irrascible host. The next morning, as he descended to break- 
fast, he was met ‘bv Herr Dunderhead, who, having in the mean time 
armed himself with a couple of swords, called to him to follow. The 
scholar,who wasa bit of aswordsman, took one of the weapons, followed 
the Dutchman into the yard, and placed himself in position. The Land- 
lord, now fairly enraged at his opponent’s coolness, whipped out his 
sword, and ordered ‘‘ Guard!” 

Frenchman.—(with great nonchalance.)—I guard; dow guardest; he 
guards! Aha! ve gnard—dey guardavous. 

Dutchman.—Icht shall go to de mad. Dunder! Blixen! Icht shall kill 
you two times! Icht shall stick you, Moanseer. 

Frenchman.—I stick; dow stickest; he sticks; ve stick; ye or you 
stick; dey stick! 

Dutchman.—O ho! you shall stick. Mein Got! I shall prevent you. 

And the Landlord made a pass at the scholar, who parrying the blow 
with considerable ease, ran the landlord through the thick of the 
arm. Mynheer Dunderhead fell like a log, let go his sword, and ex- 
claimed: Mein Got! Icht shall die,— 

Frenchman.—(coolly putting up his sword.)—I die; dow diest; he 
dies; ve dies; ye or you dies; dey dies.—Ezit.—ContTripurep. 





What the Egyptains think to be the cause of Earthquakes: they be- 
lieve the world to be resting on the horn of a bull, and when the bull 
tires of one horn, it pitches the world on to the other. 


THE ELEPHANT, 
AN ILLUSTRATED JOURNAL 





OF 
MISCELLANEOUS NEWS, WIT, JOKES, SATIRE, AND THE GENE- 
RAL HUMOROUS CHARACTERISTICS OF THE COUNTRY: 


A focus of Jest and Jollity, and Prime Minister of old King Fun, 
THE ELEPHANT 
Will consist of eight large and handsomely printed pages, and each number 


will contain numerous comic designs, drawn and engraved by the first artists 
in America, illustrating the follies of Public Men, Public Justitutions, and in- 


tended as a hit at the times. The objects of this Journal are 

THE PROMOTION OF HAPPINESS—he who laughs is happy! 

THE REFORMATION OF SOCIETY—when we can senbe a joke of our 
follies we are half cured of them. 

THE CURE OF CROSS HUSBANDS AND SCOLDING WIVES—by ad- 
ministering such doses of mirth as shall drive away ill-nature. 

PRACTICAL PATRIOTISM—by filling the whole land with the luxury of 
laughter, and making this in reality what it is only supposed to be—a happy 
country. 

The ExLernHant is determined never to lose a good joke because he did not 
make it; and he at all times —— old wit (as he does old wine,) to original 
dullness, the writing of which is becoming “very prevalent” in the oeaere. 

Whilst thus “quartering on the enemy” according to the rules of War, Tur 
Exveruant will not be destitute of original resources. The writers already 
secured have long been contributors to the storesof American humor. Besides 
the regular corps, the publisher offers liberal bounty with good pay and rations 
to volunteers. He has «lso determined, and the Editors are engaged, to spare 
neither expense nor labor to make this paper valuable and-entertaining, and 
all that its Prospectu ‘ises, thus furnishing one of the best and cheapest 
Miscellanies ever iss 

The first number o. 1. +t EBLEePpHant, will be published on Saturday, the 
22nd January, and continued regularly thereafter. 


THE ELEPHANT 


Will be published on Saturday of each week, and in order te piace it with- 
in the means of every person in the United States, it will be railed to subseri- 
bers on the following low terms ;— 


ONE DOLLAR A YEAR, IN ADVANCE. 
Three Cents a single copy, payable to the carriers. 
6 Copies for : : $5,00. 
ss 10,00. 
- : 20,00. 

Any Post-Master, or other persons sending a club of twelve Subscribers or 
more, will receive a Copy of “Farnuam’s Travels in California”—a work of 416 
pages; The Indian in his Wigwam, by Scuooicrart; or such other popular 
works as may be issued from the Press, as a premium. 

f= "Orders, containing remittances, and all Communications intended for 
the Exveruant, must be addressed to 

W. H. GRAHAM, 
General Wholesale Agent, 
Tribune Buildings, New- York. 
Post-Masters and others will please send in their Orders as soon as possible 
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